

The biijtorie 

He made a bluftiing citall of hinifelfe. 

And chid his truantyouth withfuch a grace, 

Asifhe maftred there a double lpirit 
Of teaching and of learning inftantly : 

There did he paufejbutlct me tell the world,' 

If he outliue theenuieofthisday, 

England did neuer owe fo fweete a hope 
So much mifeqnftured in his wantonnefle. 

Hot, Goofen, 1 thinke thou art enamored 
Onhisfollies: neuer did Iheare 
Of any prince fo wild a lib erne : 

But be he as he will,yet once e’re night, 

I will imbrace him with a fouldiers arme. 

That he Ihallfhrinke vndcr my courtefie, 

Arme, anne with Ipced.and fellowes,(buldiers, friendes, 

B etter confider what you haue to do, 

Then I that haue not wel the gift of tongue 
'Can lift your blood vp with perfwafion, Enter a mefsengsr, 
Ttlef. My Lord, here are letters for you, 

H<tf ,1 can not read them now. 

O, Gentlemen, the time oflife is fhort: 

Tofpendthatfhortnesbafely,weretoolongi " 

Iflife did ride vpon a dials point. 

Still ending at the arriuail of an houre. 

And if we liue,we hue to tread on kings,. 

Jfdie,braue death when princes die with vs, 

Now for our confcicnces,the armes arc ftire, 

Whenthe intent of bcaringtbemisiufl. Enter another. 

1 Mef. My Lord, prepare, the king comes on apace, 

H 0 t, Itlrankc Ium,that he cuts me from my tale: 

For I profefle not talking, onely thi s. 

Let each man doe his belt: and here draw I a iword. 

Whole temper I intend to ftamc 

With die heft blood that I can meet withall, 

In tire aduefiture of this perilous day. 

Now elperance Percy ,and feton,^ 

S ound all the loftie mftruments of war, 

And by that Mulickelet vs all embrace. £ of 


- — OfJTetfry tRCfOWflH~ m 

For beauen to earth,fomeofvs neuer fliall 

a sss 

footer .alarmeto the Utt'llfhentnur Douglas .and Sir ITal- 

What honour doft thoufeekevpon my head# 

Doug. Know then, myiamc is Douglas, 

And I doe haunt thee in the battcll thus, 

Becaulefometell me tliat thou artaking. 

£/«»/ . They tell thee true. , , 

Doug. The Lord of Stafford deer c to day liathboughC 
Thy likenefle, for in Head of tliec, King Harry, 

This fword hath ended him, fo (ball it thee, 

Vnlefle thou y eeld thee as my prifoncr. 

Blunt. I was notbornc a y eelder, diou proud bcot: 

And thou lhalt find a king that willreuengc 
Lord Staffords death. 

They fight,Doug/as kjh Blunt ^henenterHotfinr. 

Hot, O Douglas, hadft thou fought at Holmedon thus* 
i neuer had triumpiit vpon aScot. 

D0U f. Als donc,als won< here breathlcs lyes the king. 

Hot". Where > 

Hot. This,Douglas? no, I know this face full well, 

A gallant knight he vvas,his name was Blunt, 

Scmblablv furnifli t liketlie king himfelf. 

Doug. Ahfoole,goe with thy loule whither it goes, 

A borrowed title halt thou bought too dcare. 

Why didft thou tel me, thatthou wert aking ? 

Hot. The king hath many marclungm lus coates. 

Doug, Now by my fivord,I will kill all his coates : 
lie murther all his wardrobe, piece by piece, 

Vntill/mcete theking. Hot. Vp,anu away. 

Our fouldiers ft and full faircly for the day. 

jHaime, Enter Falfl aljfe Joins. 

Tal. Though I could fcape Ihot-frcc atLondon, I feare the 
flfOt herc 2 here* s no fconng but vpo the pate, Soft^who arc ) ou. 
fit Walter Blunt, thei’s honor for you,hcrc’sno vanity :1 am as 
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